CHAPTER III

ACROSS THE ATLANTIC

ONCE out on the open sea, we sailed full steam
ahead. We were told we had just then entered the
danger-zone and all the lights on deck were switched
off and those in the cabins were carefully shut oil
by means of thick brown paper and towels over the
port-holes. That night before retiring I tried on the
life-belt and had it handy near my pillow on a
cabin-stool. Nothing happened that night and the
next morning we were passing by the Irish coast
near which only a week before the great regenerators
of the wicked world had paid their chastening
attentions to two of our ships. But, strangely
enough, this and the other fact that we were then
in the very heart of the danger-zone seemed not in
the least to perturb any one on board. On the
contrary, we all talked and laughed and the children
ran and chased each other as if we were having a
pleasure-cruise up a Norwegian fjord safe within its
enclosing walls of rock and far from the perils of sea
and the malignity of men. It was a mixed crowd
that greeted me next day on board. There was an
American composer of some European repute, long-
haired and dreamy-eyed, with a beautiful young
wife who had contracted a loathing for the West,
made Bible of Bhagavat Gita, had monkeys for
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